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Beware Of The Light 


Author's Notes: 
Sadfic. Have a box of tissues nearby. Lyrics in italics from "Decrepitude |" by Burzum. 


Beware of the light, it may take you away, fo where no evil dwells. 
İt will fake you away, for all eternity 


When my anger fades there is a knife in my hands. It's coated in blood. A trail of the same leads down the 
hallway, thick and watery. 


What the hell have | done? 


| follow the trail, my shoes leaving footprints of red, the knife still dripping in my hand, and when | find you 
laying there, Oystein, | swear | don't fucking know how | even did this. 


You were too kind to me. There | was, a too-bold teenager, with a guitar and a dream. You helped me realize 


that dream. 


But | felt caged in by your limits and demands, and being on your record label, | had few rights to my own 
work This infuriated me at the time. But you made me who | am; you deserved to share in the profit. Maybe 
you saw a future for us. Maybe your death threats were serious, maybe you were casually joking. 

There's no way to know now. 

Your body lays at the foot of the stairs in a pool of blood that runs from your back and your head. | pick you 
up by the shoulders and lay your head in my lap, kissing your forehead where | stabbed you. Your flesh 
destroyed, your soul has left me, your blood soaks into my clothes. I'm so, so sorry. 

My anger got the best of me and this time | went too far. 

Oystein.. Did you ever know how much | loved you? 


| can't believe | waited this long to say so. 


| remain there all night, rocking you back and forth, hoping that somehow, some way, | can revive you. And | 


cry. 

The mail carrier comes by with the mail in the morning. The door is unlocked, so when no one comes out to 
get it, she steps inside to give it to you. Her eyes widen at the sight of carnage down the hall, and my kneeling 
figure stained with blood. 

When | see her | look away. | should kill her too. She has seen too much. But | have caused enough destruction. 


She keeps her distance from me and dials a number on the phone and | hope it isn't the police. But it is. 


And when they cuff my hands and take me away | desperately wish | could undo this, go back in time a few 
years and make it work. 


But | can't. You're fucking gone. And it's all my fault. 


It takes three men to drag me away from the scene, pry my hands from your cold body. "You can't have 


him!" | scream in agony. "Please don't take him away from mel" 
But you're already gone, and | made it happen this way, and | hate myself for ever hurting you. 
Please forgive me, Oystein. | knew not what | did. 


Tears from The eyes so cold, Tears from the eyes, in the grass so green. 


As | lie here, the burden is being lifted once and for all, once and for all 


